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T/iou haft redeemed thy loft opinion. 

And fliew’d thou makeft fotnc tender of my life. 

In this fair e refeue thou haft brought to me, 

Vrin. O God, they did, me too much ini uric, 

That cucr laid, 1 Iurkeri6d for; your death. 

If it were fo, i‘ might haue let alone 

The infultmg hand of Douglas oner you, ' I 

Which would haue beene aslpeedyinyour end, 

A* all the poifonous potions in the world, 

Andfau’dthc treclierous labour of yourfonne.’ 

King, Make vp to Clifton, ile to S, Nicholas Gafofcy .Epinki. 
. _ Enter Hot fpur. 

Hot. If I miftabe not, thou art Harry Monmouth, 

Pm. Thou fpcakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harry Percy, 

*Pm, Why, then t fee a very valiant rcbcll of the namej 
I am the Prince of W ales, and thinkc not, Percy, 

.To fharc with me in glory any more: 

Two ftars keepe not their motion in one fphere. 

Nor can one England brookc a double taigne 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wiles. I *y r iZi r J& 

Hot . Now, ftiallit, Harry jfbrthehotrrbis come. 

To end the one oi vs, and would to God 
Thy name in annes, were now as great as mine. 

?m. Ile make it greater , e’re I part from thee. 

And all the budding honoris on thy creft, 

11c crop to make a,garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer bf Coke thy vinitics. 

They fight '.Enter Falftalffc, 

Tat, Wellfaid,Hal, toit,Hal. Nay,youfliallfindnoboyes 
play here, I can tcilyou. 

Enter Dongtas } ht fighteth withFalfta!ffe y he fait 
doWneas if he Were dead , the Trine e 
killcthVcrcy. 

Hot. Oh Harry, thou haft rob’d mcof my youth, 

1 better brookc the loflcof brittle life, 

Then thofc proud titles thou haft won of me, ^ 


SSL. J/er jfLcL.££ . 



william Shakespeare Henry IV. Part i (stc 22281) London, 


of Jritnry the fourth. 

They wound my thoughts, Worfe then thy ftvord my flefti : 

Rut thought’s the ftauc of life, and life times foole, 

And time that takes furuay ofallthc world, 

M 11ft haue a ftop. O, I could prophetic, 

But that tlie earth and cold hand of death 
' Lies on my tongue : no Percy,thou art duft 
And food for. 

Pm. Forwormcs, brauc Percy.Farc thee well, great heart, 
111 wcau’dambition,howe much arc thou fhrunke : 

When that this body did containe a fpint, 

A kmgdomc for it was too fmall a Bound, 

But now two paces ofche vileft earth 

Is rooms inougli: tins earth that bearcs the dead, 

B earcs not aliue fo ftoutc a gentleman. 

Ifthou wert lenfible ofeurtefie, 

I fhould not make fo great a (hew ofzeale: 

Butlct my fauoursliidcthy manglcdface, 

And euen in thy behalfe ile thankc my felfc. 

For doing thefc tairc rites oftendernefle. 

Adiew, and t ake thy praife with thee to heauen. 

Thy ignominy ftecpc with thee in the grauc, 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

He fpieth Faljhilffe on the ground. 

What,old acquaintance! could not all this flefh 
Kecpe in a little life ? poorc Iackc, farewell, 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man, 

0,1 fhould haue a beauic raifle of thee, 

Ifl were much in loue with vanitie : 

Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, 

T hough many dearer, in this bloody tray . 

Inbowcl’d will I fee thee by and by. 

Till thcn,in blood by noble Pcr-dc lir. Exit, 
Falftalfferifethvp . 

FVi/.Inbowcl’d? ifthou inbowcl me to day, ile giue you Ieauc 
to powder me and eatcmetootomorrowc.Zblood,tw*as time 
to counterfet,or that hot termagant Scot had paid me fcot and 
lot too, Countcrfct? I lie, lam nocounterfet: to die is to bee a 
countcrfet.forhc is but the countcrfct of a man , who hath not 
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